Wherein the poor folk of the countryside
Stabled their cattle and did all abide,
And where their labour gave them sustenance
After the earth had yielded abundance.

Amongst these humble folk there dwelt a man
Who was considered poorest of them all;
But the High God of Heaven sometimes can
Send His grace to a little ox's stall;
Janicula men did this poor man call.
A daughter had he, fair enough to sight;
Griselda was this young maid's name, the bright

If one should speak of virtuous beauty,

Then was she of the fairest under sun;

Since fostered in dire poverty was she,

No lust luxurious in her heart had run;

More often from the well than from the tun

She drank, and since she would chaste virtue please,

She knew work well, but knew not idle ease.

But though this maiden tender was of age,

Yet in the breast of her virginity

There was enclosed a ripe and grave courage;

And in great reverence and charity

Her poor old father fed and fostered she;

A few sheep grazing in a field she kept,

For she would not be idle till she slept.

And when she homeward came, why she would bring
Roots and green herbs, full many times and oft,
The which she'd shred and boil for her living,
And made her bed a hard one and not soft;
Her father kept she in their humble croft
With what obedience and diligence
A child may do for father's reverence^

Upon Griselda, humble daughter pure,
The marquis oft had looked in passing by,
As he a-hunting rode at adventure;
And when it chanced that her he did espy,

380